Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
tate before. Nor was it now such a fear that overcame
him. He felt suddenly old, inert, and very weary. And the
slaughter all around him which once had seemed so neces-
sary to a soldier, for the good of the Empire and the secur-
ity of men, now appalled him. In this profound reaction,
empire, glory, even a soldier's death, seemed futile, empty.
It was only three seconds, or so it seemed to his staff,
that this indecision seemed to fasten on him. But the
delay was fatal. In that time they had rushed him to
the rear of the granite columns, into the stream of fugi-
tives who bore him off the field. Fate now had denied him
this last grace, death at the head of his guard.
Behind him now, he could hear an officer's voice—Cam-
bronne's or Michel's, he could not tell which—shouting
out in the twilight, "The Old Guard dies but never sur-
renders!" and a ghostly shout of "Long live the Em-
peror !" as the last company went down before the charg-
ing thousands. And frantic at the lost opportunity, he
drew his sword, tried to rally the fugitives to fight his
way back, to summon the old magic, the old vibrant voice.
But these were gone forever. No more would he dominate
men and compel them to deeds of glory.
Then something snapped within him. His face grew
pallid; his head sank forward on his chest; the reins
dropped from his inert hand. As friendly ships are torn
from each other by the raging torrent, sp his staff had
been parted from him by the rout. There were left only
one officer and his valet to guide his horse. When he
finally aroused himself a little from the stupor, he took
out his snuff-box mechanically. The conqueror taking
snuff as he rode from the last field! It was the supreme
touch of Tragedy.
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